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THE SETTING

April 3, 1936.
Richard Hauptmann’s prison cell on Death Row.

Hauptmann tells his story, and lives it in the retelling. His prison
guards play all the other roles. The guards never leave the stage.

The stage is open to allow for swift movement into the central playing
area. Upstage center is a small platform that represents Hauptmann’s
cell. Behind the cell are plain wooden chairs for the guards. The
guards always remain dressed in simple, gray prison uniforms.

CHARACTERS

Richard Hauptmann

Six Guards:

Guard 1/ Charles Lindbergh, Policeman 4

Guard 2 / Anne Morrow Lindbergh, Landlady

Guard 3 / Anna Hauptmann, Policeman 5, Reporter 2, Edna
Ferber

Guard 4 / Prosecuting Attorney Wilentz, Policeman 2, Reporter 1,
Eddie Mabhar, Priest 1

Guard S/ Dr. Condon, Policeman 1, Reporter 3, Bailiff, Arthur
Koehler (wood expert), Albert Osborne (handwriting expert),
Amandus Hochmuth (elderly witness), Hawker, Alexander
Woolcott, H.L. Mencken

Guard 6 / Judge Trenchard, Policeman 3, Reporter 4, Damon
Runyon, Priest 2

AUTHOR’S NOTE

It is not the purpose of this play to present a point by point refutation

of the prosecution’s case against Richard Hauptmann, those who are
interested in this aspect of the story are encouraged to read several
recent books which re-examine the case: SCAPEGOAT by Anthony
Scaduto, THE AIRMAN AND THE CARPENTER by Ludovic Ken-
nedy and THE LINDBERGH CASE by Jim Fisher.



All T have is a voice

To undo the folded lie,

The romantic lie in the brain

Of the sensual man-in-the-street
And the lie of Authority

Whose buildings grope the sky:
There is no such thing as the State
And no-one exists alone;

Hunger allows no choice

To the citizen or the police;

We must love one another or die.

W.H. Auden



For David Downs

“To be a poet, most of all, to see.’

Ibsen






ACT I

(Darkness.)

JUDGE TRENCHARD. Bruno Richard Hauptmann, you have
been found guilty of the murder of Charles Lindbergh Jr. There has
been no recommendation for life imprisonment. The sentence of this
court is that you suffer death at a tirie and place and in the manner
provided by law.

(The lights slowly come up to reveal RICHARD HAUPTMANN sitting
in his jail cell. The guards are gathered around the outside of the
cell, standing and leaning casually against the bars as they watch
him. HAUPTMANN speaks directly to the AUDIENCE in a Ger-
man accent.)

HAUPTMANN. My name is Bruno Richard Hauptmann. Well,
call me Richard anyway. [ never really liked the Bruno. It always
seemed to me to be a little bit unsavory. In America anything Teu-
tonic is seen as slightly unsavory. In Germany I don’t mind being
called Bruno so much.

You can also call me “Lone-Wclf Hauptmann” or “Baby-Killer
Hauptmann” or “Bloodthirsty Bruno” or “Hauptmann the Damned.” I
have even heard “Mad-Dog Hauptmann.” (Pause.)

You can also call me Number 17400. That is what they call me.
(He gestures without looking toward the guards.)

Are they still looking at me? I know that they are. Sooner or later,
I think, I must see every guard, worker, and member of prison staff, as
well as their relatives, friends, barbers, newsboys, tailors and pets.

It seems to me that since I was arrested some time ago I have
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been as a man on a life raft — all surrounded by a sea of eyes. But
soon that will end. They tell me that before I am electrocuted a black
leather mask is drawn over my face. This is to hide the inevitable con-
tortions from the witnesses. But to me it will be a curtain to separate
me from the eyes. ’

You notice the light? It is never off. That is so the eyes can al-
ways watch. They think I will do myself some harm. Hang myself
with a blanket or slowly cut through my wrists with the edge of my
cot. They took away my belt and my shoe laces for that reason. I find
it comforting to know I will go to my death in slippers. (Pause.)

I am also shaved. A nice young man named Joe comes in every
day and shaves my face. We talk for a little bit every morning and he
tells me about the day outside, about the weather and such. I tell him
about the light and the eyes. He is nice to me and talks openly. But he
will not look me in the eye.

It is good to talk. (Pause.)

They wake me up at six o’clock every morning so I can sit here
on my cot. I read the Bible when I can stand to. When there are not
too many guards watching I go to the bathroom.

I can always tell when they are bringing food because I can hear
the cell block door being opened a long way away. It clangs once
loudly and then echoes three times clearly. Although it is a big cell
block I am the only guest. I don’t see how they can stay in business
this way.

No, actually I do have one companion in this block. A few feet
away, through thick inches of metal, is the chair. My chair. At first I
thought it was morbid to keep me so close to it. But then I decided
they were only trying to be efficient. You know the American passion
for efficiency. Not so efticient that they could save electricity by turn-
ing off the damn light or put some other people in the cell block, but
efficient enough to make my last walk a short one. Short in length, I
say, but long in depth.

I see my lawyers every day. We talk about appeals and mistrials
and stays and commutations.

Sometimes they let me see my wife. (Pause.)

When it comes down to it I suppose 1 should consider myself
lucky that I have the knowledge of my end so long before it happens.
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Few men have the opportunity to prepare themselves in such detail. I
am able to leave no thread hanging —- everything is “peachy.”

At times I have been fervently religious. I prayed to the Good
Lord above to pity and spare an innocent man. It came as a great
shock to realize that the Good Lord above is not more merciful than
the State of New Jersey.

But still I try to pray. [ must be very quiet so they don’t come and
watch me. But I try anyway.

Forgive me for going on so, but [ know the moments are brief that
we can share, so I long to say everything before it is too late. I want to
record everything that is happening and everything that has happened
as if onto stone. Because once it is said it can never be drawn back. I
speak and it is forever. Or at least as far as forever goes. Maybe only
until the breath is out of the words, maybe until I am killed. Maybe
years after that.

I will tell you my story. So you can sce it from my eyes and —
perhaps — understand. I hope that some part of you will hear and
some part of you will believe and question them who did this. Not to
vindicate Richard Hauptmann, but to see that this can never happen
again. (Pause. He smiles.)

I became the baby-killer one year, six months and fifteen days
ago.

(He steps from his cell area to the larger playing area downstage. As
he speaks lights come up arouna the siage.)

Wednesday, September 19th, 1990 and 34.

It seemed to me to be an ordinary day. I got up like every morn-
ing and my wife, Anna, made breakfast. We talked for a little while
about this and that until it was time for me to leave for work. I was
going to Manhattan, Wall Street, to work on the stocks.

I suppose it was about seven o’ lock when I kissed Manfred, my
son, goodbye and went out the front door. I think I remember it was a
cool morning, but sunny too. Frost covered the lawn and glimmered
on the baby carriage. I unlocked the garage and got into my car. I
started the car, backed out of the garage ard started driving to work. I
drove careful, like I did always. When I think back it amazes me.
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These were the last few moments of my life. I mean my — Richard
Hauptmann’s — life. Soon my life would be so altered and changed
and perverted that I cannot now recognize myself as the same man
who kissed his son, went out of his front door, unlocked his garage
and started driving to work.

That man is someone else. Someone much less important and ex-
citing than I am.

So, I was driving to work and suddenly I noticed a big truck,
moving truck I think, pull out and block my way. I put pressure on the
brake and slow my car to a stop. 1 glance toward the driver of the
truck. I lean back in my seat ... I fold my arms ... and my life is
changed.

(Four of the GUARDS, as POLICE OFFICERS, rush forward, grab
HAUPTMANN and begin to frisk him.)

HAUPTMANN (To POLICE:) Was ist los —? [What is this —7?]

POLICEMAN 1. Shut up.

POLICEMAN 2. Are you Bruno Richard Hauptmann?

HAUPTMANN. Wha—?

POLICEMAN 2. Are you Bruno Richard Hauptmann?

HAUPTMANN. I don’t see--

POLICEMAN 3. Shut up and answer him.

POLICEMAN 2. Are you Bruno Richard Hauptmann?

HAUPTMANN. Yes, yes. (The POLICEMEN glance at each
other.) Please, what is th—?

POLICEMAN 1. Is this your car? (HAUPTMANN does not re-
spond.) Is this your car?

HAUPTMANN. Ya.

POLICEMAN 3. License number 4U-13-41?

HAUPTMANN. I don’t —

POLICEMAN 3. License number 4U-13-41?

HAUPTMANN. I’m not sure. I think so, ya.

(The POLICEMEN drag HAUPTMANN upstage into the cell area
which now represents the bedroom in the Hauptmann home. They
throw him on the cell cot.)
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HAUPTMANN. They made me drive my car back home and
brought me upstairs to my bedroom where they continued questioning
me.

(Two of the POLICEMEN begin to tear apart the bedroom/cell. In
mime they tear off wall boards, open books, flip through them
and toss them to the floor. They casually toss aside personal
items.)

POLICEMAN 4. Do you own a Stanley three-quarter inch chisel?

HAUPTMANN. Yes.

POLICEMAN 4. Where is your tool box?

HAUPTMANN. In the garage.

POLICEMAN 4. Do you own a planer?

HAUPTMANN. Yes. (He speaks to the POLICEMEN tearing
apart the room.) Please be careful with th—

POLICEMAN 1. Shut up. Do you frequent the Warner-Quinlan
gas station?

HAUPTMANN. The what?

POLICEMAN 4. The Warner-Quinlan gas station.

HAUPTMANN. Which one?

POLICEMAN 4. The Bronx.

HAUPTMANN. I must, yes.

POLICEMAN 1. Have you ever been to Horseneck Beach near
Elizabeth Island?

HAUPTMANN. (To AUDIENCE:) All this time I am wondering,
where is Anna? Have they got her too? Why are they—?

POLICEMAN 1. Have you ever been at Horseneck Beach near
Elizabeth Island?

HAUPTMANN. No.

POLICEMAN 1. Do you recognize this telephone number: DG
3-7154?

HAUPTMANN. I’m not sure.

POLICEMAN 1. DG 3-7154?

HAUPTMANN. No.

POLICEMAN 3. Have you ever been in Woodlawn cemetery?

HAUPTMANN. No.
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POLICEMAN 1. Have you ever been in New Jersey?

HAUPTMANN. Sure.

POLICEMAN 1. When?

HAUPTMANN. On carpentry jobs. I don’t remember when.

POLICEMAN 1. When was the last time?

HAUPTMANN. (To AUDIENCE:) All the while they were ques-
tioning me they were tearing apart my house. I watched while they
stripped off the wallpaper and the boards. They flipped through all the
books and dumped them onto the floor. They knocked all of our pic-
tures out of the way —

POLICEMAN 2. When was the last time you were in New Jersey?

HAUPTMANN. I’m not sure. Three or four months ago.

POLICEMAN 2. What about in 19327

HAUPTMANN. 19327

POLICEMAN 2. Yeah.

HAUPTMANN. More then.

POLICEMAN 1. Why?

HAUPTMANN. Because | worked more as a carpenter then. I
work now more on Manhattan, Wall Street —

(One of the POLICEMEN holds up a bill in front of HAUPTMANN.)

POLICEMAN 3. Did you pass this bill at the Warner-Quinlan gas
station in the Bronx?

HAUPTMANN. I don’t know.

POLICEMAN 3. It’s a gold certificate bill, look closely.

(ANNA HAUPTMANN enters escorted by police. She is distraught.)

HAUPTMANN. Anna —

POLICEMAN 3. Do you remember this bill?

HAUPTMANN. No.

ANNA. Was ist los, Richard? [What is this, Richard?]

HAUPTMANN. Ich weiss nicht. Ich verstehe nicht was — [I
don’t know. I don’t understand what —]

(He stands to go to her and is pushed back onto the cot.)



HAUPTMANN 15

ANNA. Richard —

POLICEMAN 1. Have you ever beer. to St. Raymond’s ceme-
tery?
HAUPTMANN. Keine sorge, Arna. [Don’t worry, Anna.]

POLICEMAN 1. Have you ever teen tc St. Raymond’s cemetery?

HAUPTMANN. I don’t know.

ANNA. Warum tun es sie”? Ich verstehe nicht. [Why are they do-
ing this? I don’t understand.]

HAUPTMANN. Anna, ruhe. Sag nichts. [Anna, be quiet. Don’t
say anything.]

POLICEMAN 2. Hey. in English.

HAUPTMANN. I told my wife she should not to worry.

POLICEMAN 3. How do you get to New Jersey when you go?

HAUPTMANN. One of the bridges.

POLICEMAN 3. Which one?

HAUPTMANN. I don’t know. The POLICEMEN chat among
themselves.) Anna, where’s Manfred?

ANNA. I was out in the backyard. Manfred was playing next to
me on the grass. I didn’t hear you come back in. I saw a shadow over
me and I thought it was you, I thought you had come back. It was a
policeman. He told me to come inside for questioning. Richard, 1
don’t know what is happening —

HAUPTMANN. Shhh, keine sorge, Anna. [Don’t worry, Anna.]

ANNA. 1 left Manfred with Emily next door.

HAUPTMANN. Good.

ANNA. Have you done something wrong, Richard?

POLICEMAN 2. How do you spell the word “boat™?

(Beat.)

HAUPTMANN. What?

POLICEMAN 2. How do you spell the word “boat™?
HAUPTMANN: B-O-

ANNA. Richard —?

HAUPTMANN. -A-T.

POLICEMAN 1. Have you ever met Dr. John F. Condon?
HAUPTMANN. No.
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POLICEMAN 1. What newspaper do you read?

HAUPTMANN. The Bronx Home News. (The POLICEMEN
glance at each other.) Please, tell me what —

POLICEMAN 2. Have you ever met Dr. John F. Condon?

HAUPTMANN. I told you, no.

ANNA. (Realizing:) Mein Gott —

POLICEMAN 2: Have you ever been in Hopewell, New Jersey?

HAUPTMANN. No.

ANNA. Mein Gott —!

POLICEMAN 2. Have you ever met Colonel Charles Lindbergh?

HAUPTMANN. What?

POLICEMAN 2. Have you ever met Colonel Charles Lindbergh?

(Pause.)

HAUPTMANN. What do you say?

POLICEMAN 2. Have you ever met Colonel Charles Lindbergh?
HAUPTMANN. No.

ANNA. Richard —

(HAUPTMANN lurches forward into the downstage area.)

HAUPTMANN. St. Raymond’s cemetery ... The gold certificate
bill ... Dr. Condon ... Hopewell, New Jersey! Of course! It was all
clear. They wanted me for the Lindbergh kidnapping! They thought I
had killed the little Lindbergh baby. They thought I had something to
do with it, or knew somebody or was somehow connected. (Pause.)

At first I could not believe. I raced with my mind back to see
what could have happened. Where did [ fit into a crime that happened
two years earlier? Poor Anna was terrified. I told her not to worry. I
told her ... everything would be fine ... (Pause.)

Colonel Charles Lindbergh.

(The guard playing Lindbergh steps into the light. His familiar blond
hair shines with an angelic glow.)

He was God. Or so you would think to hear some people talk.
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Some people?! The whole of America revered Charles Lindbergh.
Why? (He shrugs.)

At eight o’ clock on the morning of May 20th in 1927 he got into
a little plane and flew to Europe in 33 hours. He did this alone. “The
Lone Eagle” they called him. He was a hero. When he arrived in New
York bushel upon bushel of little scraps of paper were showered on
his head.

(ANNE MORROW LINDBERGH joins her husband. They wave as
reporters flash pictures. They freeze in this tableau. There is a
pause as HAUPTMANN, bemused, watches them for a moment.)

The Lindberghs. They had anything that was of value in this
country. They had wealth, social position, grace, and that certain re-
moved superiority that America demends from her idols. They stood
above and beyond the concerns and problems of you and me. They
stood: the Ideal of American Success. (Pause. Then softly:)

It seemed they glimmered. Glimmering, they passed through their
charmed lives. Every step was right, every gesture, intonation, glance
and thought was ideal. Glimmering and ideal.

Now when I think back it amazes me that my life could have be-
come so involved with that famous couple. Anna and I were so lim-
ited. Always counting pennies, saving receipts and looking through
the paper for whatever sales there might be. Anna and I had to watch
our money. It is a hard life for two immigrants. And when I look at
photographs of Mrs. Lindbergh I wish I too could buy my wife nice
dresses, and give her jewels to wear zround the neck. I wanted to fly
with my wife too. (Pause. He smiles with remembrance.)

I remember one night, though. This was a few years ago. It was
Anna’s birthday and I decided to spend a little of our money to go out
special. There was one thing my wife had often talked about doing.
One little treat she wanted. She wanted to go into New York City and
see the motion picture. So I thought, okay, a special birthday. We
had dinner and dressed in our church clothes. We drove special
into the city — and paid for parking — and went to the movie
theatre. The name of the picture I still remember. It was called
“Top Hat” and it starred Mr. Astaire and Mrs. Rogers. Oh, and it
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was so beautiful.

(As he speaks Irving Berlin’s ““Cheek to Cheek” begins to play and
the LINDBERGHS begin a beautiful and intricate Astaire-Rogers
dance. With cold, emotionless faces they spin and swirl around
the stage as HAUPTMANN speaks.)

They wore lovely clothes and spoke such good English! The story
was very complicated and [ can’t really sort through it all, but it ended
well for them all. She was very pretty and American and he was very
funny and clever. Never insulting, you understand, but smart. He
wanted to make love to her so they danced together several times. My
wife liked best the dancing, of course. They danced so nicely. And
Anna I and were so happy —

(Suddenly REPORTERS break into the Lindberghs’ dance and begin
snapping photographs and shouting questions.)

REPORTER 1. Colonel Lindbergh! Do you have any idea who
would want to —?

REPORTER 2. Mrs. Lindbergh do you plan to have anymore
children?

REPORTER 3. Do you have any idea who would want to kidnap
your baby?!

REPORTER 4. Do you think it was organized crime?

REPORTER 2. Do you think it was an inside job?

REPORTER 4. How much will you pay for your baby?

REPORTER 3. Colonel Lindbergh, do you think the child is
alive?

REPORTER 1. Do you think the baby is dead?

(ANNE LINDBERGH fades into darkness as CHARLES LINDBERGH
steps forward to make a statement. He raises his hand for si-
lence.)

LINDBERGH. My wife and I would like to make a statement:
Mrs. Lindbergh and [ wish to make personal contact with the kidnap-
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pers of our child — (The REPORTERS flare up with questions. When
they are silent LINDBERGH continues.) Our only interest is in the
safe return of our child —

HAUPTMANN. The ransom note read: "Dear Sir. Have $50,000
redy. $25,000 in $20 bills; $15,000 in $10 bills and $10,000 in $5
bills —

LINDBERGH. We urge those who have the child to select any
representative who will be suitable to them at any time and any place
they may designate —

HAUPTMANN. “After 2 or 4 days we will tell wer to deliver the
mony. We warn you not to mak anyding public or for notifying the
police —

LINDBERGH. We have all confidence that our son is safe and
we hope to cooperate with whatever demands the kidnappers make —

HAUPTMANN. “The child is in gut care. And all notes will haf
dis singnature with three holes.”

LINDBERGH. Thank you.

(The REPORTERS shout questions and follow LINDBERGH to the
rear of the stage. HAUPTMANN is alone.)

HAUPTMANN. Like millions of other people on Wednesday
morning the 2nd of March in 1932 I opened my newspaper to see that
Charles Lindbergh Junior had been taiken from his crib the night be-
fore. Someone had broken into the secluded house and kidnapped the
child.

Hopewell, New Jersey became the center of the world. The house
was beset by reporters who arrived in great packs and scoured the
grounds for any missed clues, for any “hot leads.” Anything that could
bring the kidnappers to quick justice.

Oh, please note I say “kidnappers.” Everyone was convinced it
was the act of a gang. No one would believe it was the product of a
single mind. Only after my arrest did everyone claim that, yes, it cer-
tainly was the job of a lone-wolf and they had really thought so all
along.

To kidnap the golden haired baby of such a great hero? Who
could do such a thing? What kind of monster was this? These ques-
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tions I asked myself that morning. Like everyone else I wanted hard
justice for the kidnappers. (He smiles.)

Considering the outcome I might have been less pugnacious.

For weeks the shadowy figure of the kidnapper haunted America.
He was seen in every playground and at every school. Mothers
thought they saw him in postmen, bus drivers, delivery boys, school-
teachers ...

And still, through all this, there was no real word from the kid-
nappers. It was an unearthly quiet more terrifying than the outrage
following the crime. It was the silence of death. Like those swift, eter-
nal seconds after a bomb has stopped ticking. Every nerve is tensed
for the explosion ... (Pause.)

Finally, Mrs. Lindbergh made an announcement over the radio.

(A pale ANNE LINDBERGH steps into the light and speaks.)

ANNE LINDBERGH. An open appeal to whomever has my
child. Please adhere to the following diet: a half cup of orange juice
on waking; one quart of milk during the day; two teaspoons of cooked
vegetables once a day; one baked potato or rice once a day — (She
Jalters.) Three tablespoons of cooked cereal morning and night.

(She steps into the darkness.)

HAUPTMANN. Hundreds of false leads were researched and
thousands of letters came to the Hopewell house demanding money
for the safe return of the child. But all these letters lacked that special
signature: a symbol made up of two interlocking circles and three
square holes.

The police were very active. They were convinced it was an
“inside job.” You see the Lindberghs only spent weekends at the
Hopewell house — from Friday to Monday. Yet on that particular
weekend they had decided to stay through Tuesday because the baby
had a slight cold and his mother didn’t want to move him. The baby
was taken on that Tuesday night. (Pause.)

Who could have known the Lindberghs were going to stay an ex-
tra day? Who could have known the schedule they had followed for



HAUPTMANN 21

months would be broken on that particular Tuesday? Only the inside
staff of the house and whomever they might have contacted. Who else
would know this? Would Richard Hauptmann know this? Anyone not
connected with the people in the house? No!

I say no.

The police finally centered their questioning on a sprightly Eng-
lish housemaid named Violet Sharpe. She had telephoned her boy-
friend the night of the kidnapping to t2ll hira that they were planning
to stay at the Hopewell house. Miss Sharpe also had trouble explain-
ing her actions on the day of the crime. She had gone out with a man:

Who was this man? She didn’t remember his name.

What did he look like? Oh, average.

What was he wearing? She couldn’t remember.

Were you alone? No, with two other pecple.

Who were they? She couldn’t remamber.

What had they done? Gone to a movie.

What movie? She couldn’t remember.

Where was the movie? She couldn’t remember.

Who appeared in the movie? She couldn’t remember!

What was it about? She couldn’t remember!
~ Violet Sharpe had no answers and the police were convinced they
had broken the case. They questioned her for hours and when they
returned the next day to question her again — (Pause.)

When they returned the next day to question her again, Violet
Sharpe swallowed a box of rat poison and died. Violet Sharpe was
dead and for the police that lead was also dead. Never to be pursued.

And during all this drama no one paid much attention to the busy
activity of an old man in the Bronx.

(DR. CONDON steps into the light.)

Dr. John F. Condon. Seventy-two years old. A former educator
and insistent pedagogue. Dr. Condon, a severely patriotic American
and devoted fan of Charles Lindbergh, decided the waiting had gone
on long enough and he was going to do something about it. So he
wrote a letter to the editor of the Bronx Home News.

CONDON. “T offer all [ can possibly do so a loving mother may
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have her child and Colonel Lindbergh may know that the American
people are grateful for the honor bestowed upon them by his pluck
and daring.

“[ offer myself as a go-between. Let the kidnappers know that no testi-
mony of mine, or information from me, shall be used against them.

“All I ask for myself is the great privilege of putting the baby’s arms
around his mother’s neck once again.

“Sincerely Yours, John F. Condon.”

HAUPTMANN. This letter was published in the Bronx Home
News on March 7th of 1932 and to everyone’s great surprise — in-
cluding, I must admit, Dr. Condon’s — he received a letter on March
9th from the kidnappers saying:

“Dearest Sir. If you are prepared to act as go-between in Lindbergh
case plese follow strictly instructions. Don’t tell anyone about dis. As
soon as we find out that the Press or Police is notified everyding are
cancel and it will be further delay.

“After you git the mony from Mr. Colonel Lindbergh put these words
in the New York American: ‘The mony is ready.’

“After notice we will give you furder instructions. Be home every
night between six to twelve by this time you will hear from us. Do not
feel fear -— the baby is well.” (Pause.)

Lindbergh and Dr. Condon met and made plans for gathering the
money. They decided the old man needed some kind of code-name to
be known by. Dr. Condon, a great lover of anagrams and word games,
decided to make a collection of his own initials: J.F.C.

CONDON. Jafsie! ,

HAUPTMANN. How clever. So on March 10th the following
message appeared in the New York American:

CONDON: “T accept. The money is ready. Jafsie.”

HAUPTMANN. And the waiting began ... (LINDBERGH and
CONDON chat between themselves as they nervously pace the stage.)
Every night the old man and Colonel Lindbergh would pace the aged
carpets of Dr. Condon’s Bronx home and wait for the ring of the tele-
phone. March 1 1th:
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CONDON. “I accept. The money is ready. Jafsie.”

HAUPTMANN. No word. March 12th:

CONDON. “I accept. The money s ready. Jafsie.

HAUPTMANN. March 12th, 1932. (CONDON and LIND-
BERGH suddenly stop.) The kidnappers mace contact.

CONDON. (Reading from note:) “Mr. Condon, we trust you but
will not come to your haus it is too denger. Even you cannot know if
Police or Secret Service is watching ycu.

“Follow dis instruction. Take car and crive to last subway station from
Jerome Avenue. Here 100 feet from the station to the left, you cross
the street and follow the fence along the cemetery. I will meet you
there.”

HAUPTMANN (A4 whisper:) “I will meet you there ...”

(The stage gradually grows dark.)

It was a cold and very dark night when Dr. Condon drove to the
designated meeting spot. It was a loaely place and the sharp wind
scattered old newspapers and garbage across the dark street. It ap-
peared to be deserted as Dr. Condon stopped his car and slowly began
walking along the iron fence that surrounded Woodlawn cemetery.

(CONDON cautiously walks arouna the stage as HAUPTMANN
speaks.)

All the world had followed this crime to its furthest possibilities,
but no one knew that at this moment its climax had been achieved.
Here was the first contact with ... the kidnappers!

(HAUPTMANN holds out an overcoat and looks around for someone
to play the role of the kidnapper. All the guards turn away and
refuse. He scans the audience. Long Pause. He resigns himself (o
the part and slowly puts on the coat.)

While the good people of the Bronx slept, Dr. Condon was mak-
ing history.
The old man carefully picked his way over heaps of dead leaves
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and around benches as he followed the cemetery gate away from the
pools of light cast by the street lamps left behind. As his eyes became
accustomed to the dark he could see the dim outline of tombstones on
the other side of the fence. Now and then the wind would blow a
branch across a grave and it would appear to be the shadow of a man.
Perhaps a man holding a child?

A sound. Sharp and clear. Close. (Pause.)

From the other side of the fence Dr. Condon heard ... breathing.

(Suddenly, from the darkness, a hand reaches out and grabs CON-
DON'’s shoulder. In these scenes HAUPTMANN plays the kid-
napper “John" dressed in a heavy overcoat with collar turned
up. DR. CONDON cries out as he is grabbed.)

JOHN. Quiet! (CONDON is still.) Did you bring the money?

CONDON. I - what [ —

JOHN. Did you bring the money?

CONDON. Not until we know we are dealing with the right par-
ties.

JOHN. This is too dangerous —

CONDON. No, please, don’t be afraid. I’ll be square with you if
you’ll be square with me.

JOHN. It is too dangerous. It might be twenty years. Or burn.
Would I burn if the baby is dead?

CONDON. Dead?! But the baby isn’t dead —

JOHN. No, no. The baby isn’t dead. It is in good health and getting
all that Mrs. Lindbergh asked for. More even. The mother shouldn’t
worry. Colonel Lindbergh shouldn’t worry. You shouldn’t worry.

CONDON. How do I know I am talking to the right man?

JOHN. You got the letter with the circular signature and the
holes?

CONDON. Yes.

JOHN. Well, then.

CONDON. But, please, what are these.

(He holds up something.)

JOHN. The safety pins. Those are the safety pins that held the
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baby in the crib. The blanket.
CONDON. Well, I suppose there can be no doubt.
JOHN. There is no doubt.

(Pause.)

CONDON. What’s your name?

JOHN. John.

CONDON. What a coincidence. My name is John too. Are you
German?

JOHN. No. Scandinavian.

CONDON. What would your mother say, John, if she knew you
were mixed up in something like this?

JOHN. She would cry.

CONDON. Then why don’t you leave it. I have some money of
my own I could give you and —-

JOHN. We don’t want your money.

CONDON. We. Who are “we”?

JOHN. The gang. I am only a go-between you see. The head of
the gang is Number One, and he is a very big man. He once worked
for your government. Number Two is also very smart. He knows you
and he told the gang that you are a “good egg.”

CONDON. Well then, perhaps Number Two and I could meet.
That might facilitate further arrangements.

JOHN. How do you say — “facili--"?”

CONDON. Facilitate. It might make things easier if I could talk
directly to Number Two.

JOHN. No, that is impossible.

CONDON. Why?

JOHN. Because you would recognize him, of course.

CONDON. Why don’t you drop this thing and play it straight! I
will give you some money and I'm sure the Lindberghs would help
you if you will help us to recover the child.

JOHN. That is impossible.

CONDON. Why?

JOHN. The leader would smack me up. They would drill me.

CONDON. You will be caught.

JOHN. Never.
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CONDON. Where is the baby now?

JOHN. He is on a boat. Two women are taking care of him. They
take good care of him.

CONDON. How can we recognize the boat?

JOHN. This we will tell you when we have the money.

(Pause.)

CONDON. What will your share of this be?

JOHN. Twenty thousand is to go to Number One. The other five
members of the gang get ten thousand each.

CONDON. But that makes seventy thousand! The original sum
requested was fifty thousand.

JOHN. Yes, but Mr. Lindbergh has not followed our original in-
structions. He has called in the police and that makes things a little
more difficult. We need to think of ourselves, no? Maybe we will
need lawyers? We have to put aside money for lawyers.

CONDON. John, take me to the baby—

(JOHN shakes his head and looks around nervously.)

JOHN. I must be going now, Doctor. You should have brought
the money. That would have facil-ita-ted matters.

CONDON. So long as I am satisfied that the baby is well it will
be possible to arrange payment. I promised to help Colonel Lindbergh
and Mrs. Lindbergh get their baby back. That is all I am out for.

JOHN. Yes, yes, soon you will have the baby. (He smiles.) And
you can put the baby’s arms around his mother’s neck.

CONDON. But I must know we are dealing with the right party.

JOHN. We are the right party. On Monday morning we will send
you proof.

CONDON. What sort of proof?

(JOHN pats CONDON on the cheek and immediately turns and disap-
pears into darkness. Lights up on HAUPTMANN.)

HAUPTMANN. True to their word, the next week there came in
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the mail for Dr. Condon a brown paper package. With some trepida-
tion Dr. Condon carefully tore it open and out fell a little yellow
sleeping suit. It fell to his rug and he knelt down to examine it. It was
a small pair of Dr. Denton’s. And this convinced Colonel Lindbergh.
Never mind that this exact suit could have been bought at any of a
thousand dime stores, Colonel Lindbergh was convinced.

Along with the suit was a letter with the familiar circular signa-
ture and holes. The letter read simply: “Tell mother that baby is well.”
And that day in the New York American appeared:

CONDON. “T accept. Money is ready. Your package is okay. Jafsie.”

HAUPTMANN. And so they waited. Dr. Condon waited. Colo-
nel Lindbergh waited. Mrs. Lindbergh waitzd.

CONDON. “T accept. The money is ready. John, your package is
delivered and okay. Please direct me. Jafsie.”

HAUPTMANN. And on April 1st, one month to the day after the
baby was taken, came more words from the kidnappers. The following
night Dr. Condon and Colonel Lindtergh were to drive to a secluded
area in the Bronx, again near a cemetery. Only this time they were to
carry $70,000 in cash.

(CONDON and LINDBERGH move into action, preparing to meet
JOHN. LINDBERGH carries a wooden box about the size of a
briefcase.)

They rushed around and gathered the money. A wooden box was
constructed to suit the exact specifications of the kidnappers. They
drove to a spot near St. Raymond’s cemetery and waited. As they
stood by the car their breath turned into smoke.

Occasionally they heard a dog berking in a distant alley. The time
for the meeting came and went. But still they waited ...

CONDON. Perhaps -—

LINDBERGH. No.

CONDON. They may have been delayed, of course.
LINDBERGH. I'm sure that’s it.

(Pause.)
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CONDON. How long should we wait?

LINDBERGH. Until they come. (Pause.) 1 can’t face my wife
until this is done.

CONDON. Of course ...

LINDBERGH. She hasn’t slept. Nightmares. (Pause.) It’s like ...
war.

(From the darkness:)

JOHN. Hey, doctor! (CONDON and LINDBERGH freeze.) Hey,
doctor! Over here! (LINDBERGH and CONDON exchange a brief
glance and then CONDON rushes off into the darkness with the
wooden box. LINDBERGH fades into darkness as CONDON meets
JOHN inside the cemetery.) Did you think I wasn’t coming?

CONDON. Well, I didn’t know.

JOHN. I was watching you two. (Pause.) Is that ... ?

CONDON. Colonel Lindbergh.

JOHN. He looks taller in the newsreels.

CONDON. Well, it’s dark here.

JOHN. True. (Pause.) You brought the money.

CONDON. Yes.

JOHN. Give it to me.

CONDON. Not until I know where the boat with the child is.

(JOHN holds up a piece of paper.)

JOHN. It’s all written here, friend. (CONDON reaches for the
note. JOHN withdraws it.) Do not open the note for six hours,
agreed?

CONDON. Agreed.

(They stand looking at each other.)

JOHN. So this is it.
CONDON. This is it.

(At the same moment they exchange the note and the money.)
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JOHN. The gang thinks you’re fine. Your work has been perfect.
(JOHN turns to leave.)

CONDON. John! (JOHN stops.) If we recover the baby and eve-
rything is fine, then everything will be fine with you. But if there is
anything wrong with this — I swear I will hunt you down. And you
will burn.

(JOHN smiles.)
JOHN. Doctor, you will never see me again.

(JOHN disappears into the darkness. Lights come up on LIND-
BERGH and ANNE LINDBERGH reading John's note. They are
very excited. As they speak, one by one four POLICEMEN form a
line upstage of them, watching impassively. HAUPTMANN
stands to one side, also watching.)

LINDBERGH. “The boy is on the Boad Nelly —’

ANNE LINDBERGH:. “Boad”?

LINDBERGH. “On the Boad Nelly. It is a small boad 28 feet
long —”

ANNE LINDBERGH. “Two persons are on the boad. They are
innocent —”

LINDBERGH. “You will find the boad between Horseneck
Beach and Gayhead near Elizabeth Island.”

(They hug. The POLICEMEN speak immediately, without any emo-
tion:)

POLICEMAN 1, Colonel Lindbergh —

POLICEMAN 2. I hate to be the one to tell —
POLICEMAN 3. Let me give you our utmost sympathy —
POLICEMAN 5. But your baby has been found —
POLICEMAN 2. Dead.

POLICEMAN 1. Discovered in a ditch —
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POLICEMAN 2. In a ditch nearby —
POLICEMAN 3. There for weeks —
POLICEMAN 1. Skull crushed —
POLICEMAN 2. Shallow grave —
POLICEMAN 3. Please let me express —
POLICEMAN 5. Sorrow —
POLICEMAN 2. Great regret —
POLICEMAN 1. Tragedy.

(Lights dim on this scene. Lights snap up very sharply on
HAUPTMANN being interrogated. He is sitting in a chair with a
brutal, strong light over him. He holds a clipboard. Three
POLICEMEN stand around him. They have been at it for hours
and HAUPTMANN s reserve is cracking.)

POLICEMAN 1. Write.
HAUPTMANN. Not again.
POLICEMAN 1. Write it.

(He writes as they dictate.)

POLICEMAN 3. “Nelly doubted anything —”
POLICEMAN 1. Spell that A-N-Y-D-I-N-G.
POLICEMAN 3. “Would come of investing her money —”
POLICEMAN 1. Spell that M-O-N-Y.

POLICEMAN 3. “In the boat —”

POLICEMAN 1. Spell that B-O-A-D.

POLICEMAN 3. “Factory. Betty had a good —”
POLICEMAN 1. Spell that G-U-T.

POLICEMAN 3. “Number —”

POLICEMAN 1. Spell that N-O-M-E-R.

POLICEMAN 3. “Of people she could ask for money —”
POLICEMAN 1. Spell that —

HAUPTMANN. I know.

POLICEMAN 3. “But she needed a signature —”
POLICEMAN 1. Spell that S-I-N-G-N-A-T-U-R-E.
POLICEMAN 3. “To complete her investment.”
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